Was her first parent's fault, and not her own;

Who, being sollicited to any act.

Still heard God, pleading his safe precontract;

Who by a faithful confidence was here

Betroth?d to God, and ngw is married there;

Whose twilights were more clear than our mid-day;

Who dreamt devoutlier than most use to pray;

Who being here filFd with grace, yet strove to be

Both where more grace and more capacity

At once is given: she to heav'n is gone,

Who made this world in some proportion

A heav'n., and here became unto us all

Joy (as our joys admit) essential.

But could this low world joys essential touch,

Heav'n's accidental joys would pass them much.

How poor and lame must then our casual be ?

If thy prince will his subjects to call thee

My Lord, and this do swell thee, thou art then,

By being greater, grown to be less man,

When no physician of redress can speak,

A joyful casual violence may break

A dangerous apostem in thy breast*

And whilst thou joy'st in this the dangerous rest,

The bag may rise up, a&d so strangle thee.

*93